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"Fire! Fire as fast as you can! That is the
way to stop their fire!"

Our gun crews obeyed with the avidity of des-
peration. Occupation with their work gave them
no time to consider the effect of the enemy's shells,
to which our guns blazed in answer with telling ac-
curacy. The batteries found out that we were any-
thing but disabled, and they were silent when the
signal from the flag-ship came, this time not to dis-
continue but to retire from action. These few min-
utes of splendid and effective gunnery developed a
fine spirit in the whole ship. We steamed out of
range with the satisfaction of the victor amid the
cheers of the fleet.

All day we had been watching in vain for signs
of the approach of the army's assaulting force over
the sand dunes. When we received orders that night
to proceed to our base at Beaufort we knew that
Fort Fisher was not to be ours this time. Butler
had decided that the fire of the fleet had not done
the fort enough damage to make the assault prac-
ticable; and after all the powder we had burned he
returned with his troops on board his transports.

It is not for me to go into the details of an old
controversy; but the fact remains that three weeks
later another assault did succeed after the defences
of Fort Fisher had been considerably strengthened.
The upshot was not an altogether felicitous ending
of Butler's military career, and its lesson would seem